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Prologue 


"Guys, | think we passed this intersection like three times already... 

Reb Beach made a soft noise of annoyance from the driver's seat. "I know where l'm going!" 

Paul Taylor, who was riding shotgun, sat staring out the window, watching the world fly by. He kept an eye on 
his other bandmates, Kip Winger and Rod Morgenstein, who were crammed together in the backseat, via the 
rear-view mirror. 

"Reb," Kip spoke up. "You should've turned left." 

"That's enough from the rhythm section!" Reb yelled back at them. "Don't make me turn this car around." Rod 
snickered and elbowed Kip, who was grinning happily. The vehicle pulled up in front of a nondescript building and 
parked. 


"See, | told you," Reb said triumphantly. "I told you | knew where | was going.” 


"Mea culpa," Rod said as he climbed out of the backseat. "I'll never doubt you again" 


Kip stubbornly maintained that they'd only found the right building due to "sheer dumb luck", but he playfully 
clapped Reb on the back as they tumbled out of the vehicle. Reb stuck his baseball hat on his head and tugged 
on the brim just so, clearly pleased with himself. 

‘Its been way too long since we got together and rehearsed, or even just jammed," complained Kip. "I forgot 
how much fun you guys can be." The band busied themselves setting up their equipment, preparing for their 
first rehearsal together as a band in some years. They'd never really lost touch with each other; hell, Winger 
hadn't really broken up, they'd all just been busy with other projects. 

"Got wrapped up with family and career," said Paul with a shrug. "You know how it goes." 

First it was Dokken, now it's Whitesnake." Reb sat down on an amp and began stringing a guitar, intensely 
focused on the task at hand. He was still as lean as ever, although he left his hair straight now instead of 


perming it. 


‘I've been busy falling in love," sighed Rod. He sat down and began arranging his drum kit. "It takes a lot out of 


aman" 
"l'm happy for you," Kip told him sincerely. 
"What about you? Anyone special in your life?" 


"Me? Nah." Kip looked a little taken aback by the question "I mean, | go out every once in awhile. | guess | 
haven't met anyone | really click with. And it's hard to meet someone who understands the lifestyle--" 


"--life on the road," mumbled Reb. 
"--staying up all hours of the day and night in the studio," Kip went on. He sat down on the floor next to Reb 
and watched him fix his guitar. "| feel like I'm ready for someone special. Someone who gets me and what l'm all 


about. Someone who doesn't care that l'm." he trailed off, making a vague gesture to himself. 


"That you're Kip Winger?" Little dimples appeared on Reb's cheeks. "The guy in the posters on every girl's wall 
in 19902" 


Kip looked a little abashed, but he didn't deny it. 


Paul regarded them with a curious look on his face. While Kip and Reb put their heads together to figure out 


some technical issue with the sound equipment, Paul pulled Rod aside. 
"we got an idea," Paul whispered. 


Rod looked a little concerned. Paul's ideas were sometimes a little out there. "Go on." he said cautiously. 


"You know how Kip never turns down a dare?" 

Oh, no" Rod tried to put his foot down. "No. No, you don't. No daring Kip to do anything. | mean it" 

"You haven't even let me finish!" 

| know whatever you have in mind will end in heartbreak and disaster," said Rod. "And maybe black eyes." 
Poul pursed his lips. "Don't say anything. But I'm going to dare Kip to ask Reb out." 

"Huh?" Rod looked at him as though he'd grown three heads. 

"You heard me! They'd be good for each other. Who knows them better than each other?" 

"Paul, | don't think either one of them is gay," Rod said, casting a glance back at Kip and Reb. They were glued 
to one another's sides, delicately fixing a frayed cord. When Kip's hair fell into his face, Reb reached up and 


tucked it behind his ear without being asked. 


‘Its just one datel" Paul seemed a little put-out that Rod didn't like his brilliant idea. "It's not like they have to 
get married or do butt-stuff together." 


‘Oh my god" Rod smacked himself in the face with his open palm. "You did not just say that." 


Paul forged on ahead. "They've been best friends since, what, 1182? Everyone says best friends make the best 


lovers. Besides, who else can put up with either of them other than each other?" 


"Paul, you are not selling me on this idea," Rod said. He was past denial and in the early stages of accepting the 
inevitable, that Paul was going to dare Kip to do this, and Kip was going to do it because he's Kip. 


"Best case scenario: they fall madly in love and live happily ever after." 


"Worst case scenario: Reb finds out Kip asked him out on a bet and never speaks to any of us ever again." 


Reb's feelings were profound and easily hurt. He'd never forgive any of them for a prank like this. 
"Its not a bet," Paul said "A dare is not the same thing as a bet." 


Feedback blasted out of the amp. "Our bad, you guys,” said Reb apologetically. He stood over the sound board, 
fiddling with knobs, while Kip climbed between his legs, trying to plug something in 


"You're really going to do this," said Rod in a wondering tone. 


"Watch me." 


Livin’ your wish upon a star 


Paul bided his time and waited till after they were done with rehearsal. Rod actually had begun to hope that 
Paul had forgotten about this kooky plan; his heart sank when he saw Paul pull Kip aside into the hallway. He 
considered warning Reb, but Rod wasn't sure that having advance warning wouldn't just make things worse, as 
Reb would take it as being the butt of a joke. Reb always took things so hard, he was not the type to laugh 
anything off, so Rod settled for playing dumb and praying that this whole thing would blow over. 


Outside in the hallway, Paul crossed his arms, leaned against the wall, and fixed Kip with a significant look. "Old 
buddy, you need to get out of your comfort zone." 


Kip blinked at him. "Come again?" 


"You've been on autopilot into the comfort zone --" Seeing that his extended metaphor was just confusing Kip 
further, Paul decided to come straight with his message. "The thing is, there's someone out there for you, and 
| think that someone is right here in front of you, and you need a kick in the ass to go ask them out. So that's 


what l'm here for." 


"What in the world.. who do you want me to ask out?" Kip seemed mystified as to who Paul could be talking 
about. 


"Kip, | dare you --" there were the magical words that made Kip snap to attention, "-- to ask Reb out on a 


date." 
"Reb? Our Reb?" 


"How many Rebs do you know?" Paul cracked open the door and jabbed his thumb in the general direction of 
Reb Beach, who was packing away his guitar equipment. "| dare you to ask him on a date. A real date, not just 


two pals hanging out. | mean, unless you're chicken" 


That did it. Kip had the intense look of focus on his face that he only got while composing music or taking on a 
dare. He never backed down from a dare, not since he was a little boy tagging along after his older brother, 
determined not to be left out of anything. "You just watch," he told Paul, before stalking inside and kneeling 
down next to Reb. 


Gleeful, Paul peeked at them from the doorframe, while Rod pretended to be fascinated with his new 


drumsticks. 


"Reb," said Kip, summoning all the smolder and sincerity in his considerable arsenal of charms. "Reb, | want us 


to go out" 


"Go outside?" Reb chewed at his lip. "You need fresh air or something?" 


"No, no," Kip said, trying to backtrack. "I mean, | want you to go out with me. On a date." Seeing the bafflement 
on Reb's face, he tried to clarify further. "A romantic date. Us. Together.” 


Reb jerked back from him as though burnt, and scrambled to his feet. Paul almost yelped in dismay. 


"Is this some kind of joke?" demanded Reb. He rubbed at his eyes, as though trying to disguise his 


embarrassment. "Is someone gonna, uh, jump out with a camera and laugh at me?" 


Kip blanched. "| would never do that to you. You know me, Reb." He took a step closer, not trying to crowd Reb, 


just to rest a comforting hand on Reb's forearm. 


"So why ask me something like that?" Reb asked, chewing at a strand of his hair, one of his little anxious tells. 
He was looking everywhere but at Kip's face. "You've never been -- like that -- and why would you want to go 


out with me anyway. | mean, you're." he trailed off. 


Kip paused, obviously trying to phrase things so it wouldn't upset Reb any further. "Well, someone told me I've 
been in autopilot in the comfort zone, which I'm not sure what that means exactly, but probably it would be 


good to try something different. And I've known you for a long time, and | trust you." 
From his vantage point, Paul let out a deep sigh of relief. 


Reb actually seemed a little intrigued. Wary, but intrigued. He stopped chewing his hair and made eye contact 
with Kip. "We wouldn't have to do anything weird?" 


| swear that we won't do anything weird," Kip told him solemnly. "Think about all the things we've done 
together. It wasn't ever weird before when we traveled the world, ate at restaurants together thousands of 
times, rode Ferris wheels." A crease appeared between his eyes as something dawned on him. "Wow, putting it 
that way makes it seem like we've been dating for the past twenty years." 


Reb finally let go of his fear of being on Candid Camera. His defenses dropped; he stopped hunching his 
shoulders; he even let Kip step closer to him. "Wh-where do you want to go?" 


"| got a new telescope," Kip said. Reb was one of the only people he could share his enthusiasm for space with. 
"We could take it out of the box and go star-gazing in my backyard." Kip's backyard being several acres of 
pristine Colorado natural beauty, this sounded like a rather romantic date. 


"Will we have to kiss?" Reb began chewing that strand of hair again. 
That question drew Kip up short. Did guys do that on first dates? He didn't really know any gay guys well 


enough to have ever asked them. He decided to go with what he knew would be best for Reb. "Not if you don't 
want to. But we ought to hold hands, so it's a real date and not just two friends hanging out." 


"| -- | think | could do that." Reb had mercy on that strand of hair and let it be. "Um, what time should | come 


over?" 
"Eight o' clock tomorrow night work for you?" 

"Okay" 

The date made, Reb quickly gathered his things and almost jogged out to the car. He climbed in the backseat 
and put on his shades and headphones, clearly blocking out the world. Rod joined him in the backseat, silently 


praying that this didn't blow up in all their faces, while Paul once again claimed shotgun. Kip took over the 
driver's seat, nodding at Paul proudly, clearly pleased with how things had worked out. 


Feels Like A Drug 


All the next day, even on the drive to Kip's house, Reb felt positive about their date. Sure, going on a date 


with a man was a first for him, but this wasn't any man. This was Kip. 


Reb had known he was a genius on the guitar from an early age. He'd outplayed every teacher he ever had, 
then he went to Berklee and outplayed every master guitarist there, too. But Reb had been rubbish at 
harnessing his genius; he could come up with riffs effortlessly, but five minutes later, he'd forget them. He 
didn't know how to really talk to people, he couldn't write lyrics, and he didn't know what to do with himself 
onstage. So Reb the genius toiled away doing session work, tossed here and there like flotsam and jetsam in a 


storm. 


Kip came into his life; Kip who wasn't afraid of anyone or anything. Reb had hardly known what to do when a 
guy who looked like he belonged on the cover of a romance novel got up in his face, telling Reb off for being a 
smug bastard who was wasting himself as a session guitarist. No one had ever talked to Reb the genius like 


that before. So Reb had put his pride and fear aside for Kip, who gave him a stage, lyrics, and a voice. 

Really, he was the one person who'd never let Reb down 

Reb was feeling great until he pulled into Kip's driveway. Then a terrifying thought occurred to him: If the date 
went badly, well, they'd just go back to being best friends. They knew how to do that. But what if the date 
went well? Where did they go from there? Were they really going to keep dating? What did it mean if they 
liked each other in that way? Could they kiss each other? Could they -- Reb couldn't even complete the next 
thought. 


He was still sitting in his car, paralyzed with anxiety, when Kip walked out and tapped on the window. Gulping, 
Reb pried his hands off the steering wheel and rolled down the window. 


"Why are you just sitting there?" Kip asked him. 

“Because l'm afraid," Reb admitted. 

"Afraid? OF who?" 

"OF you" 

"Me? How do | scare you?" Kip sounded concerned, but there was a note of hurt in his voice, too. 

Reb was embarrassed to admit his anxieties to Kip. It was a bit ridiculous to imagine that Kip would even want 
a second date with him, much less a relationship that could lead to -- well, the intimacy between two men who 


were dating one another. But he knew Kip wouldn't drop it without an explanation, so he went on. "I'm afraid of 


what will happen after our date. What if we like each other? What if we want to go out again? What does that 


mean? Does that mean we're gay?" 
"Can | sit beside you in the car?" Kip asked. 


Wordlessly, Reb reached over and opened the passenger side door for him. Kip climbed in and now both of 
them were sitting in Reb's parked car in Kip's driveway. This was faintly ridiculous. 


"Reb, look at me, please," Kip said. Reb forced himself to make eye contact with him; thankfully, Kip didn't try 
to hold his hand or touch him in any way. Reb was almost shaking with anxiety, and he couldn't have handled 
any contact like that. "Those are all good questions. | don't want you to think lim dismissing you or your 
concerns. But can we just be together this evening? Just really be in the moment. No what ifs or expectations. 


Just me and you and the night's sky." 
"I think.. | can do that," said Reb softly. 


They sat silently for a moment, staring into one another's eyes. Finally, Kip asked, "Okay, can we get out of the 


car?" 


Reb nodded, so they both exited the vehicle and headed into Kip's house. Having conquered that burst of 
anxiety, the familiarity of Kip's house soothed Reb's raw nerves. He'd been here dozens, if not hundreds, of 
times. Kip even had a plate of Reuben sandwiches, Reb's favorites, because of course he did. Kip knew that 
Reubens were Reb's favorites. He knew everything about Reb. 


Reb marveled at Kip's new telescope while they set it up in the backyard. He was going to be only the second 
person after Kip himself to ever look through it, which was quite the honor. There were two wooden garden 
chairs with reclining backs in Kip's backyard; they pushed them close together and set up the telescope in 
between them so they could take turns star-gazing. 


"Do you think there's aliens out there?" Reb asked as he admired Jupiter's rings. 


‘Mathematically, there must be," said Kip. "It's just unimaginable that there's billions upon billions of planets 


orbiting billions of stars and only ours ever evolved life." 


Reb passed the telescope back to Kip and laid back, reclining on the chair and throwing his hands behind his 
head. "| hope they're bug-eyed aliens like the ones in Close Encounters of the Third Kind" 


That made Kip smile. "If they are, we'll get you to communicate with them with your guitar. They'll love you." 
He laid back, too, and they enjoyed the Milky Way galaxy with their naked eyes. The weather was crisp and 
perfect for star-gazing, not a cloud in the inky black sky. 


Reb turned his head to look at Kip. In the darkness, he couldn't make out any of Kip's features other than the 
outline of his face, lit by the silvery glow of the moon. A warm and gentle feeling swelled up within Reb -- he 
felt happiness. Happiness at being here, on this night, laying next to Kip, who knew everything about him and 


never let him down. 


Feeling eyes on him, Kip turned his head to face Reb. The moonlight glinted in his eyes. Reb shifted a little, 

pulling his hands free and reaching over to take Kip's hand in his. Kip inhaled deeply, but squeezed Reb's hand 
and interlocked their fingers. The warmth of his hand filled Reb with bliss. The knuckles were bigger than he 
was used to, and the fingers were calloused; but they were Kip's hands, and nothing about Kip could ever be 


alien or strange to him. 


They lay beside one another, so tranquil that Reb let his eyelids drop, and so did Kip, and they fell asleep 
holding hands. 


The chill air woke Reb. Groaning, he sat up, jostling Kip as he did so. Blinking, they looked around, getting their 
bearings, and simultaneously, they realized they were still holding hands. Both balked at being the first to let 
go; sheepishly, Reb pulled his hand free to fiddle with his hair. 


It must be midnight," yawned Kip. They began packing up the telescope. "Do you want to sleep here--" Kip cut 
himself off, realizing how it sounded. It was one thing to invite Reb to stay the night when they were just 
friends; there was an implication when they were on a date. Even one so innocent that all they'd done was hold 


hands. 

"| should drive back," said Reb. He didn't want to leave, not really, but he needed to clear his head. Kip walked 
him out to his car, and he had sat down in the driver's seat before something occurred to him. "Hey, | forgot 
to be afraid." 

"You did?" 


"| wasn't afraid all evening.” Reb pondered on this. "Once we were together, | forgot to be." 


Old enough for me 


Once Reb drove off, Kip went back inside his house, sat down at his computer and took a deep breath. He typed 
in "how do you know if you're gay" and hit search. 


The first couple of results looked like lists of jokes, so Kip ignored those. The first promising result was a 
webpage from the University of Massachusetts. Figuring that looked legit, Kip clicked on it and read it through. 


Its OK not to know if youre gay or straight. Well, that was a relief. 


Sexual identity is as unique as each individual One person's may be very stable. Another's may change over time. 
Kip pondered on this. He didn’t feel like his past relationships with women weren't authentic. He'd been happily 
married and only tragedy had separated them. 


Would it change him fundamentally to be with Reb? Kip had always been proud to be Reb's friend and musical 
partner; he'd take on the whole world for Reb. Whoever falls in love with Reb is a lucky bastard, thought Kip. 


For his part, Reb drove the whole way back to his place singing along to every song on the Winger CDs he kept 
in his console. He felt like he was looking at the whole world with new eyes. He sang along with Kip's voice on 
the CD, just like he was singing backup in concert, keeping time by drumming his hands on the steering wheel. 
Reb felt a new connection to every one of Winger's romantic songs, even the ones where Kip was singing about 


a girl; it didn't quite make sense, but Reb was past making sense. 

He got home and had just collapsed on his bed when the phone rang. Reb rolled over, saw that it was Kip's 
number on the caller ID, and almost tore the phone out of the wall in his haste to answer it. Stuff from his 
bedside table clattered down onto the floor, along with the receiver, and Reb slid off the bed, groping for it. 
Trying to play it cool, Reb pressed the receiver to his ear and said, "Hey, what's up." 

‘Are you okay? | heard something that sounded like an avalanche when you were picking up," Kip said to him. 
"Um, l'm okay." Reb tried to untangle himself from the phone cord. 


Kip didn't quite sound convinced, but went on. "/ was sitting at home, thinking about you and me." 


"Yeah?" Reb cringed at the needy tone in his voice. Clearing his throat, he said, "So, uh, what were you 


thinking?" 


"Well, | was on my computer, and | was thinking about you." Reb internally cursed Kip's monotone Colorado accent 
that never gave away any emotion. “And all I could think about was if you got home safe, what you were doing 
When Id see you again. | would really lke to go out on another date with you" 


"Hold on just a moment," Reb said. He sat the receiver down on the floor, ran into his bathroom, and splashed 
his face with water. He then dove back across the bed and grabbed the phone. "Yes. Yes, | wanna go out again, 


too. 


He could hear Kip draw a breath over the receiver, as if gasping a litte in surprise. "Really? Do you want to 


go to Denver with me on Wednesday?" 


Kip could've asked Reb to follow him into Hell and right now Reb would've said yes. They made their plans and 
said their goodrights, and belatedly, Reb untangled himself from the phone cord. Again, he laid down in bed and 


tried to calm down enough to sleep. 


The next day, after running some errands, Kip came home and tried to do more research on the issue of 
sexuality. He regretted not knowing any gay people well enough to ask them. When he was growing up, gays had 
always been portrayed as psychos or sometimes as self-hating and tragic souls who always ended up hanging 
themselves in movies. Then, in the 80s, they were AIDS victims. There'd been a couple of gay producers that 
had worked with Winger, but Kip had never met their boyfriends or partners, so to him, them being gay was 
an informed attribute. It hadn't really seemed real to him. He didn't know anyone in the music world who was 
openly gay -- well, there was Rob Halford, but they didn't really run in the same circles. And those two guys 
in Metallica who were always kissing each other, but fuck those guys in Metallica. No way in hell was Kip 


Winger calling them up for advice. 


There were a lot of results for sex stuff, but Kip Winger was not trusting the internet for that. He'd beg Rob 


Halford's phone number from someone and call him up before trusting some internet perverts. 


He had just given up for the night and was rubbing his weary eyes when an odd sound caught his attention 
Plink! plink plink! It sounded like gravel hitting a windshield. Curious, Kip got up to investigate, and opened the 
door to his balcony to find Reb Beach waiting for him in the driveway, with a handful of small stones. 


"Reb, are you throwing stones at my window to get my attention?" Kip smiled at him. "That's so junior high 


school." 


Reb looked a bit abashed. "I was driving by and thinking about you .. well, listen to this." He ran to his car and 


dug around in it, while Kip leaned his elbows on the balcony. 
Reb produced an acoustic guitar and slung it over his shoulder. He closed his eyes and began to play. 


Kip watched him with rapt attention It was rare that he got to enjoy a Reb Beach solo -- just sit back and 
enjoy it, without worrying about timing, or playing his bass, or hitting the notes. Reb could really make a guitar 
talk, and his guitars always had feeling and a voice that was so clear, so sweet yet powerful. Kip was the 
singer, but Reb had his own way of moving the soul. The emotion pouring forth from that humble acoustic 


guitar was making Kip warm from head to toe. 


The last note faded out, and Reb opened his eyes, peeking up at Kip hopefully. "I came up with that for you," he 


said. "| haven't found words for it yet." 
‘Its beautiful, Reb," Kip told him. "It doesn't need words." He wiped at his eyes. 


Reb looked to the right and the left, as though fearful that he was being watched. He put the acoustic guitar 
back into the car, and then bounded up to the house and scaled the trellis up to the balcony. Kip ran over to 
meet him, saying, "Be careful, Reb, that thing isn't meant to be climbed on--" 


Reb caught him by the back of the neck and pulled him in for a kiss. He really kissed mostly the edge of Kip's 
mouth, but it was enough to make Kip go a little light-headed. He swayed on his feet as if drunk. The stubble 


on Reb's face prickled his skin, in stark contrast to the softness of his mouth. 


They pulled back just far enough to lock eyes without going cross-eyed. "Kip." Reb began to say, but then the 
trellis cracked ominously, and he had to begin climbing back down before the whole thing collapsed beneath his 
weight. Kip watched anxiously until Reb made it back to solid ground. His lips tingled, he wondered if Reb felt it, 


too. 


lll see you on Wednesday," Reb said, and they waved goodbye reluctantly. 


Cant get enuff 


Kip and Reb set out for Denver bright and early Wednesday morning, just as they'd planned. Kip greeted Reb 
with a soft, slightly coffee-flavored kiss; no tongue and no spit trail, but decidedly on the lips. They drove the 
entire way with Kip steering with one hand on the wheel and the other resting on the console, fingers entwined 


with Reb's. 


Reb was almost vibrating with excitement. He felt like a kid again, coming alive with his first crush. Kip talked 
to him about his plans for the day, how they'd drop by this studio and then pick up some legal paperwork on 
this street, but Reb didn't hear a word he said. He was too busy staring at Kip's profile, admiring him with new 
eyes. He felt wildly infatuated, almost dangerously so. All they'd done was go out on one chaste date, kiss twice, 
and hold hands -- could they even have sex? Reb thought about it, and decided he was ready and willing to 
try, if Kip felt the same way, and if it didn't work out, well.. they'd figure something out. 


It was still early when they made it to Denver. They grabbed some pastries and headed to the studio so Kip 
could drop off some tapes to a technician he'd been working with. Reb decided to hang out in the waiting room 
and thumb through a magazine while Kip did what he had to do. He was covertly reading a trashy magazine 
with an article about how to "please your man" stuck between the pages of Pro Bass Fishing Weekly to disguise 
it, when a familiar voice caught his attention 


"Reb! Hey, is that you? Hey man!" 


"Jeff... Pilson?" Reb was taken aback. He'd not expected to run into his old Dokken bandmate Jeff Pilson in a 
recording studio in Denver, of all places. But there he was, reddish-blond hair tumbling down his shoulders, 
waving at Reb happily. 


"Hi Jeff" Reb said, standing up and stashing the magazine as discretely as possible. He went to shake Jeff's 
hand, but Jeff grasped his forearm and pulled him into a manly hug, complete with a backslap. 


"How ya been!" Jeff's smile was huge and infectious. He had such a warm, friendly vibe. Reb never could figure 
out why the Dokken guys couldn't get along with one another -- he'd liked all of them when he was playing in 
the band, found Don, Jeff, Mick, and George (who he'd never played with, but had met on several occasions) to 
all be standup guys. For some reason, they just couldn't get along with each other. Things had never been like 
that in Winger -- sure, they had their little disagreements, but they weren't Motley Crue or Dokken Nobody 
in Winger ever died with a needle in their arm or got into fist-fights with bandmates. 


"Oh, I'm doing great," Reb told him. "What about you? You're Mr. Big Movie Star now." 


Jeff blushed a little. He'd had a small role in the movie Rock Star with that Marky Mark guy, and had even 
grown out his hair to its Eighties glory for the part. "Ah, little ol! me? I'm so not a Hollywood guy. l'm actually 
getting into voice acting. Thats why l'm in Denver, to record voiceover for a commercial. Never expected to 


run into youl" 


Jeff was standing really close to him. It occurred to Reb that Jeff always stood really close to him. Or maybe 
Reb was just used to Kip's expansive Midwestern sense of personal space. "I'm here with Kip Winger," said Reb, 
and something inside him said, Do it, Dont be a pussy. What does it matter if Jeff knows? And why shouldn't he 
casually mention it to Jeff that he's seeing Kip now? He would mention a new girlfriend to Jeff. He wasn't 
ashamed of Kip. Reb steeled himself and blurted out, "We're, uh, we're putting the band back together." Do it 
Say the words. "We're, ahhhh, seeing each other." 


Jeff frowned a little. "Romantically?" He drew out every syllable. 
Sweat broke out on Reb's brow. "Yeah." 
Jeff's eyes went wide. "Ah, FUCK" He stormed away from Reb and kicked the wall. "Fuck, fuck, fuckity fuck!" 


Reb clamped his hand over his mouth in horror. He'd not expected this sort of outburst from Jeff! Oh god, 
was Jeff going to call him names? He grabbed at his stomach, feeling almost physically ill. "Stop it," he said 
weakly. 


Jeff whirled around, and seeing the stricken look on Reb's face, immediately ran to his side. "I'm sorry, manl | 
didn't mean to scare youl" He made to reach out to Reb, but Reb flinched away from him. Disheartened, Jeff 
let his hand fall. "I's not what you think, I'm not some homophobe. It's just." Jeff ruffled his hair and blew a 
sigh through his lips. "Reb, | always had a thing for you, but | only saw you with girls so | thought | didn't 


have a chance." 


"What?!" Reb gaped at him. He had not expected a confession like this. Wow, this week was the oddest week of 
his life so far, without a doubt. 


"Swear to God, hand on my heart," Jeff told him solemnly. "If I'd known you were into guys as well, | would've 
made a move years ago." Jeff's head sagged. He looked so dejected that Reb couldn't help but feel sorry for 
him. As handsome as Jeff was, it had to suck being in a love triangle up against Kip Winger of all people. 


"Oh" Reb didn't know what to say to this. Deciding honesty was the best option, he patted Jeff on the shoulder 


and said, "If it's any consolation, | didn't know myself until just this week. This is all new to me." 
Jeff sighed again. "So.. Kip Winger, huh?" 
Reb nodded shyly. 


"He better treat you right, because if he doesn't." Jeff shot Reb look filled with so much heat, so much 
promise, that Reb felt his face go hot with how hard he was blushing. 


"Did someone call my name?" Kip appeared from around the corner, looking from Reb to Jeff. He clearly 
recognized Jeff after a second. "Oh. Pilson, right? From Dokken?" 


"Hi, Kip," Jeff gritted out from between his teeth. 

Kip looked a little dismayed at the barely restrained aggression pouring off Jeff Pilson, so Reb took it on 
himself to defuse the situation. "It's been nice catching up," he said, waving Jeff off down the hall. "Talk to you 
later!" As soon as he could, Reb grabbed Kip's hand and speed-walked them out of the building. 

"What was that about?" Kip asked him once they were back in the car. 

Reb groaned. "Um. | ran into Jeff unexpectedly, and | kinda.. told him about us." 

"You told him we're dating?" 

"Yes." 


Kip coughed a little. "And he didn't take it well." 


"He, uh, he confessed that he's had a thing for me for years," Reb said in a rush. "And he's a little pissed that 


he never asked me out." 
Swearing, Kip glared out the window, as though searching for Jeff Pilson. “Son of a bitch!" 
"C'mon," Reb said, trying to change the topic. "Lets go finish our errands and then -- | need a beer." Kip 


possessively grabbed his hand again and squeezed. Despite everything, Reb was gladdened that Kip didn't mind 
that someone knew they were dating. He'd been a little anxious to tell anyone, but Kip had taken it in stride. 


What you're feeling, Im feeling too 


They stopped at a little bar neither had ever seen before, not far from the recording studio. Reb wanted a 
beer and to soothe his frayed nerves from the Pilson thing, and Kip wanted to spend a little more time with 
Reb, so they strolled in and claimed spots at the bar. 

Reb ordered a tall glass of something dark and frothy, and Kip, being the driver, stuck to a cranberry juice. 
Reb had gotten halfway through his glass, calm enough now that he was leaning on the bar, his head tilted to 
look Kip in the eyes as he told him a funny story, a little smile playing on his lips. 

Kip propped his chin on his elbows and said, "Reb, does anything about this bar seem.. different, to you?" 

Reb blinked rapidly. "What do you mean?" 

‘| mean there's no women here." The bar, which had been mostly empty twenty minutes ago when Kip and Reb 
arrived, was filling up quickly. With lots and lots of guys: college-aged guys, older grizzled guys, beefy thick- 
necked guys, pretty pouty guys. The only woman to be seen was checking IDs at the door. 

"Um." Reb looked around, and Kip could spot the second the realization dawned on him. "ls this a gay bar?" 

"| think it is," Kip told him. 

Reb scratched at his stubble. "Is it okay for us to be here?" 

Kip gave him a fond look "We are two men on a date." 

"Yeah, but is it okay if we're new?" 

"| don't think they mind" Kip rested his hand on Reb's knee, a warm and steady pressure. Reb wiggled a little 
closer to him, and the touch of his hand on Kip's hip was so soft, so tentative, that Kip almost thought he 


imagined it. But Reb's thumb caressed him, and Kip sighed into the sensation. 


They had just relaxed into some smoldering eye contact when a loud voice barged in and shattered their 
moment. "OH MY GOD" A bespectacled man in a scarf gaped at them. "You're Kip Winger, aren't you?" 


Kip's mouth went dry. "Err." 

"It IS you. | can't believe that Kip Winger is in a gay bar in Denver! | had your poster on my wall! You and Top 
Gun got me through the 80s," the guy told him. His eyes were fixed on Kip; he either didn't recognize Reb, or 
hadn't noticed him at all. 


Reb grabbed his beer and gulped down the rest of it. 


"Look." Kip rubbed the bridge of his nose. "I'm flattered, really | am. But I'm here with someone special, and 
we'd like to be alone together." 


"Check please," Reb called to the bartender in a strained voice. 


"Say no more," said the guy in the scarf, jostling Kip with an elbow and winking at him as though this were a 
secret shared between friends. Kip rubbed at the spot where he'd been elbowed and grimaced. 


Mercifully, the guy in the scarf left them alone. Reb paid their check and they made to leave. They began 
squeezing their way through the crowd and had almost made it to the door when the DJ boomed out, 
“Attention! We have a couple of rock stars here tonight! This next song is one of their biggest hits, so let's 
get loose and wild!" 


‘She's my cherry pie/cool drink of water, such a sweet surprise’ 


Reb stopped dead in his tracks, turned around, and yelled, "Hey! We're not Warrant! That's not our song--" 
before Kip grabbed him by the arm and hustled them out of there. 


They made it to the next red light before Kip began giggling helplessly and slumped over the steering wheel. "| 
can't believe they mistook us for the Cherry Pie guys!" 


"Yeah, your biggest fan back there probably slept with your Playgirl issue under his pillow," grumbled Reb. "He 


probably never even bought one of our records." 
"Hey, that Playgirl issue was artistic." Kip grinned at him. "And | was young and | needed the money.’ 


"Well, you did look great in the pictures," Reb conceded. "You always look great, though. | always knew you were 
good-looking, even way back then Those Metallica dudes were so jealous." 


"You really think so?" Kip was astonished at what he was hearing. 

"Well yeah, | mean, look at those dudes. Those are some ugly mugs." 

"| don't mean the part about Metallica" Kip had just gotten himself together after the mix-up with Warrant, 
and now Reb had him laughing again. He sucked in a couple of deep breaths and got his giggles under control. "I 
meant the part about you thinking | was good-looking even back then" 

Reb fidgeted in his seat. "I've got eyes, Kip." 


"Did you think | was sexy?" 


Reb flushed all the way down to his neck. He mumbled something and scrunched down into his seat, his knees 


sticking up so he could stare out the window at nothing. 
"What was that?" Kip asked him. 


"/ said, yeah, | thought you were sexy." Reb couldn't bring himself to look at Kip, and Kip felt kind of bad about 
making him confess something like that. They were both so new to this, neither had ever been with a man 


before, and if Reb had feelings for him way back when, he probably didn't even know how to process them. 
So Kip asked him, "Will you hold my hand?" 


Wordlessly, Reb stuck out his hand, feeling his way across the console to find Kip's hand and entwine their 
fingers. 


They pulled into Kip's driveway, parking right behind Reb's vehicle. Reb finally uncurled himself, sitting up and 
casting anxious looks at Kip. "Kiss me goodnight?" he asked. 


Kip twisted in his seat, getting to his knees so he could lean across the cab. His right hand braced him against 
the console between them, and his left came around to touch the line of Reb's jaw and guide their lips 
together. They kissed softly, their breaths intermingled. They parted just a hairsbreadth, and then Reb 
brushed his mouth to Kip's, initiating another kiss. Kip obliged him; a wetter, deeper kiss followed, and Kip found 
himself leaning his bodyweight against Reb. 


Reb's arms wrapped around him, pulling Kip almost into his lap. Kip was now sprawled halfway across the cab, 
the console digging into his side, one hand holding tight to Reb's neck to keep them tight and close together. 


"Reb," Kip whispered into his mouth. "I'm gonna cramp up if we don't get out of this car." 


Reb pulled back and swallowed. "Okay." He helped Kip sit up and watched as Kip climbed out of the vehicle, 
stretching his legs. 


Kip peeked back inside after a moment. "You aren't getting out?" 
"Um." Reb's face was burning red again. "I... | can't." 
"Why can't you?" 


"Ie got a problem." Reb fiddled with his shirt, scooting low again in the seat and drawing his legs back up. 
Realization smacked Kip in the side of the head. 


"Reb, are you hard?" 
Reb's face crumpled with humiliation Cursing himself for his lack of tact, Kip dove back inside the car, climbing 


in almost on top of Reb. "It's okay, don't be ashamed. Its more than okay. We were kissing, it was getting 
passionate, y'know, things happen 


Shyly, Reb finally lifted his eyes and looked at Kip. "Are you feeling it, too? Because if you're not, please, let's 
call it quits here and now. Kip, | can't do this if you don't like me the way I'm -- I'm -- l'm liking you." 


‘lm feeling something," Kip said huskily. "Please, come inside with me. Stay with me tonight” 


Reb looked a little astounded at that plea, and chewed on his nail for a moment before letting out a quiet, 
"Okay." 


The sound of the car doors slamming sounded impossibly loud in the night. 


Somewhere the spirit shines 


Reb was shaking so bad his teeth were chattering when he got out of the car and followed Kip into his house; 
but as soon as he crossed the threshold, the impossible happened again. He forgot his fear. He could almost 
feel a physical weight being lifted from his shoulders. 


Now that they were alone together, there was nothing to fear. He knew everything about Kip. He knew Kip 
would never hurt him. There were no eyes on them, no recriminations, nothing at all to make Reb's heart 


pound and his palms sweat. 


Kip walked into the kitchen, Reb following on his heels. "I don't want you to think that you're obligated to do 
anything just because you're staying here tonight," Kip told him while he busied himself brewing a pot of 
coffee. "We can do as much or as little as you're comfortable with, okay?" 


"Okay," Reb assented, and with a great burst of courage, he closed the space between them and pulled Kip in 
to him. 


Kip made a soft sound of surprise, but kissed Reb back with a fervor. Boldly, he slid his hands under Reb's 
shirt, his fingers playing on Reb's spine, pulling them tight together, their chests flush. Without really meaning 
to, Reb backed him up against the counter. One of Kip's hands snaked out from under Reb's shirt to 
ineffectually smack at the buttons on the coffee pot, trying to turn it off; Kip finally just got a grip on the 
cord and yanked it out of the wall. Then that hand went right back under Reb's shirt, hitching it halfway up his 


torso. 


Kip pivoted them a little away from the counter, making their way a staggered step at a time towards the 
stairs. Reb pulled back and said, "I might've come on a little strong there. Sorry." It had just occurred to him 
that it might've been intimidating to crowd Kip in his kitchen like that. 


"Don't apologize," Kip told him, smoothing his hair back. "You're just so damn much taller than me." He stepped 


up on the first step of the stairs and chuckled. "See? Much better." 


Right about now, Reb could've been struck by lightning and died happy. Everything felt exquisite, their lips 
meeting, the taste of Kip's mouth, his nose brushing against Reb's cheek. Even his stubble sandpapering Reb's 
face felt fucking great. He was still a little too shy to feel Kip up, but Kip was definitely not having a problem 
with that. His hands were wandering freely under Reb's clothes, caressing the planes of his body, fingers 
slipping into the waist of his jeans, and he tweaked a nipple to make Reb squeak softly. 


They pulled apart again and regarded one another solemnly. Kip said, "Uh, would you like to go upstairs?", a 
slightly mischievous smile playing on his lips. Reb knew he wasn't talking about going upstairs to listen to old 


records or look at the latest Hubble images. 


‘I'm not really sure how to do this," Reb admitted. "I want to, don't get me wrong. But, y'know, | don't have any 


experience." It was okay to confess this insecurity to Kip. Kip would understand, and anyway, he was in the 


same position 
Kip sucked a kiss on the underside of his jaw. "You wanna get naked with me and figure it out?" 
"Oh, yeah," said Reb. 


They stumbled up the stairs to Kip's room, Reb noting with some relief that Kip was walking as oddly as he 
was. The actual act of undressing for sex was always a little goofy, in Reb's opinion. In movies it was all soft 
light and gasping; in real life, you had to peel your socks off and shimmy your underwear down your hips. 
Watching Kip Winger shimmying out of his underwear was officially Reb's new favorite thing in the world. He 
paused for a moment just to gawk. Kip sat up and watched him; as soon as Reb approached the bed, Kip's 
hands were all over him again. If Reb had any doubts as to how into this Kip really was, they were dispelled in 


total. 


Anal sex was too intimidating a prospect, and neither of them had ever put his mouth on another's man's cock 
before, so at first Reb wasn't sure what they could do together. Their imaginations proved fertile. Kip lavished 
him with kisses from his mouth down his neck, then licked a stripe from the hollow of Reb's throat to his left 
nipple. For his part, Reb found his courage again and stroked his hands over Kip's naked body. Familiar, and yet 
unfamiliar: he had never touched another man's body with passion before, and the body hair and firm chest 
were shocks to the senses, but Kip was undeniably gorgeous. More gorgeous now, in Reb's opinion, than he'd 
been as an BOs pinup. The skin of Kip's thighs was remarkably soft, and Reb's hands trailed up to brush 
against his sac, eliciting a soft but strongly felt "Fuck" from Kip's lips. 


Not to be outdone, Kip rolled over and produced a bottle of baby oil from his nightstand. He drizzled some on 
his hands, rubbed them together, then boldly reached down and took Reb in hand. 


Hissing, Reb bucked into his hands. His eyes begged Kip for more. 


"Is this okay?" Kip asked him. He had a firm grip on the base with one hand, while the other tried a slightly 


jerky yet divine corkscrew motion on Reb's cock. 


"Don't stop," Reb pleaded with him. He wasn't seeing sparks so much as he was seeing all new colors never 


before known to man. "Please never stop." 


Kip kissed him again, then shifted so that he was laying partially on top of Reb. He was now working them both 
with his hands, and their cocks rubbed together, forcing embarrassing sounds out of Reb. Kip's breathing was 
thunderous, and they were pressed so close together that Reb could feel Kip's heart hammering away in his 
chest. Kip got a grip on Reb's hip and rocked against him; they were frotting, fucking against one another 
without realizing quite what they were doing. 


Kip's hands were in his hair, stroking the side of his face, sliding down to work their cocks, and Reb didn't care 


that he had baby oil in his hair now. He didn't care about any of the anxieties or fears he'd had over the past 


few days. He only cared that they could be here together, their mouths wet and hungry as their slick cocks, 
until the end of the world He never wanted this moment to end. When Kip came against him, his face 
gorgeously contorted in the moment of greatest pleasure, Reb felt like he'd been transported to some other 
realm. His own orgasm was like a wave washing over him, his body straining for release even as his mind and 
soul melted into the euphoria Kip had brought about in him. 


They lay beside one another for some minutes, purring softly to one another and laughing a little sheepishly. 
Kip was the first to get up and shuffle to the bathroom to clean himself off. Reb stripped the soiled 
comforter off the bed and dumped it in the hamper for him. Kip stuck his head out of the bathroom, a 
toothbrush handle sticking out of his mouth. He held out another toothbrush to Reb, who took it gratefully. 


They stood stark-naked in the bathroom and brushed their teeth. Kip waited till they'd both rinsed their 


mouths out before tenderly kissing Reb and saying, "Come on, let's get some rest" 

They were almost too giddy to sleep. Kip kept pressing kisses to the knuckles of Reb's hands, while Reb buried 
his face in the back of Kip's neck and breathed him in. "| love you, | love you," he mouthed into the space 
behind Kip's ear, not yet daring to speak the words aloud. They would doze for ten minutes, then wake and kiss, 


and so on like this for hours. 


They must've slept, because a ringing phone woke Reb. Groaning, he couldn't even pry his eyelids open; he rolled 
over and groped for the phone, pressing it to his ear with a muttered, "What do you want?" 


There was a moment of silence, then Paul Taylor said, "Reb, why are you answering Kp's phone 
Holy shit. Reb was instantly awake. Beside him, Kip mumbled, "Who is it?" 


Reb stuck the phone in Kip's hand and pulled a pillow over his head in mortification. Oh god, now Paul knew he'd 
stayed over at Kip's house and slept in his bed 


"Paul?" he heard Kip say sleepily into the phone. 


"/ was calling to let you know youre late for practice this morning" Paul's voice was still loud and clear over the 


receiver. "/ tried calling Reb’s house but he didn’t answer. Now | know why" 


"Uh," said Kip intelligently. 


Headed for a heartbreak 


Reb insisted on driving back to his own place to change clothes. Kip tried to convince him to ride to the studio 
with him, but was forced to concede that Reb had a point: he didn't have any fresh clothes, and none of Kip's 
clothes would fit right. Kip also suspected that Reb was a bit nervous about going to the studio together. 
Maybe it felt too much like broadcasting their relationship? Well, Paul knew for sure that Reb had stayed the 
night, so what's done is done. Kip resolved not to worry too much about it. 

Since they were going to be late to rehearsal anyway, Kip took an extra ten minutes and made a phone call. 


"H; Kp. Its always great to hear from you." 


"Hi, Alice!" Alice Cooper, who'd given Kip his first big break in the music industry, was one of his favorite 
people in the world. "Did | catch you at a bad time?" 


‘1 will always make time for you." 
"Thanks a lot, man. | just needed to talk to you about something.. Alice, | think I'm in love." 


"Wow! That's great, Kip. Is it somebody | know?" Alice knew that there hadn't been anyone significant in Kip's life 


since he lost his wife several years before, so this was momentous in Kip's world. 

"You sure do" Reb had played in Alice Cooper's band for a bit three or four years ago, and he, Kip, and Alice 
had hung out, gone to movies, and even golfing together. Kip wasn't exactly scared of Alice's disapproval; Alice 
was the last person in the world who'd tear somebody down for falling in love with a man or a woman, It was 
more that, to Kip's mind, if he was telling Alice, then it meant this was serious and heartfelt. So he took a deep 
breath and said, "It's Reb. lm with Reb." 


Alice didn't even miss a beat. "Thats fantastic, man Rebs a great guy. is this a new development or has this been 
going on for awhile?" 


"It just happened" Kip looked over his shoulder at the rumpled sheets on his bed. 
‘How are you feeling about it?" 

"l'm in deep," Kip confessed. "The last time | felt like this, | married her, Alice." 
"And has Reb said how he feels about you?" 

"Not yet," said Kip. 


"So maybe you should fell him how you feel, lke how youre felling me now. Just to see if youre both on the same 


page." 


"I'll do that. Thanks, Alice." 
‘No problem. Im here for you." 


After he got off the phone with Alice Cooper, Kip got dressed in a hurry and rushed out with only a 
grapefruit for breakfast. As it happened, he pulled into the studio parking lot to find Reb also pulling in. When 
he saw Reb's long legs emerging from his vehicle, Kip couldn't help himself. He'd only been apart from Reb for 
an hour, but it felt much longer. He ran up to him and pulled Reb into his arms. 


He wasn't sure if Reb would want to be kissed in public, so Kip settled for hugging him tightly. "God, you look 
and smell great,” Kip told him. Reb was freshly shaved and dressed in fresh clothes; Kip took a moment to 


privately mourn that he no longer smelled like Kip. 


"You always look great," Reb told him, casting his eyes down shyly. They stepped apart just enough that they 
could walk into the studio. 


Paul and Rod had already put in half a day of work when Kip and Reb finally showed up. Rod acted perfectly 


normal, but Paul gave them a knowing look and said, "Third date, huh?" 


Last night had actually been their second date, but Kip wasn't about to let Paul know that. "C'mon, no teasing 
or joking," Kip told him. "We're here to work." 


The rehearsal went well enough. Everyone was on-point, like usual, and the only thing Winger had to worry 
about, in Kip's opinion, was blowing Poison off the stage every night. He wondered if his and Reb's relationship 
would cause trouble on tour with the Poison guys, but decided that any group of guys who wore as much 


frosted pink lipstick as Poison did had no business saying anything about him and Reb. 


He could barely keep his eyes off Reb, though -- all he wanted to do was drink in the sight of him. He could 
hardly wait to get Reb back to his place and tell him how he felt. 


They took a break, and while Reb was tuning his guitar, Kip and Paul ambled down the hall to get some bottled 
water from the machine. "You look happier than you have in years," Paul told him as they stood at the drink 


dispenser. "| knew this dare would change your life. | knew it!" 


"Oh, c'mon" Kip rolled his eyes. "You may have dared me to do it, but the rest was all me and Reb. If there 
wasn't something there to start with, then nothing you said or did would've changed anything.” 


"Let me have my moment," Paul chided him. "I finally Yenta'd you two together. Let me bask in the glory." 


A door slammed behind them, nearly making Kip jump out of his skin. They turned to see Reb standing in the 
hall, a horrible, betrayed look on his face. 


"Reb, what's wrong?" Kip asked. 


Reb looked like he was about to burst into tears. He looked from Paul to Kip and back to Paul. "Was this all 
some kind of joke?" he forced out. 


"What?" Paul was aghast. "You've got this all wrong." 


'It was, wasn't it? You only went out with me as-as-as a joke or a bet or something?" Reb wiped at his eyes, 
but traitorous tears sprung from the corners of his eyes. He had obviously heard part of their conversation 


and taken it the worst way possible. 


Kip could hardly breathe. Everything good and beautiful in his life seemed to be crashing down around him in 
flames. "No, no, Reb, please," he said, reaching out to him. "It's not like that." 


"Don't touch mel" shouted Reb. He turned on his heel and stomped off down the hall, nearly running over Rod 
as he did so. 


"What the hell is going on --" Rod started to ask, but Paul interrupted him. 


"Let me handle it," said Paul. He looked Kip in the eyes and said, "I will fix this. | swear that | will. Let me talk to 
him." With that, he grabbed his equipment and left. 


Kip felt physically weak What if Reb hated him now? He wanted to take Reb in his arms and explain everything 
to him and bring a smile to his face again. He couldn't believe how quickly this had all fallen apart. He had told 
Alice that he was falling in love with Reb just this morning, how could it all go so wrong? Rod threw an arm 


over his shoulder and let Kip hang onto him until Kip got a grip on himself. 
| need to talk to him," Kip said as they loaded their equipment into his car. "I gotta go after him, Rod” 


"Let Paul explain himself," Rod said. "You know how sensitive Reb is, if he feels like he's being dogpiled, it'll just 


make things worse. Give Paul a chance to make things right, and let Reb come to you." 


Every atom in Kip's body was telling him to drive to Reb's house and throw himself at Reb's feet, but he knew 
Rod had a point. Reb needed to think things through himself. So he miserably drove home to his big empty 
house and sat on his couch and thought long and hard about everything. Life. Reb. How he had this big empty 
house and no one to share it with. How he'd had a big gap in his life for years and no one to fill it until just a 
few days ago. Despite everything, he was grateful in a strange way that Paul had dared him to ask Reb out. If 
he hadn't, maybe Kip would've gone another twenty years being blind to what was in front of him. 


Meanwhile, Paul Taylor drove to Reb's house and knocked on the door. 


"Go away!" Reb yelled at him from inside the house. 


"Reb, | promised Kip | would make this right," Paul told him through the door. "If you hate my guts after this, 
that's fine, but don't go hating Kip." 


The door opened a crack so that Reb's red-rimmed eyes could peer out at him. "Is this all a joke to you?" 


asked Reb. 
"Look at me. Do you see a smile or a laugh on my face?" 
Reluctantly, Reb opened the door a little wider. "This had better be good" 


"Reb, first of all: | did dare Kip to ask you out. It was a dare, not a bet and not a joke. You know how he gets, 


it's impossible for Kip to turn down a dare." 
"So you admit it" Reb set his mouth in a pinch. 


"| admit that | dared him," Paul said. "But | only did it because | knew it would never occur to either of you to 
go out on a date. And you're so right for each other, Reb, you really are. You're so happy being together. 
Yeah, | wanted to tease you about spending the night at Kip's place, but y'know what, | think its great. Its 
great that you could find something real with each other, because that's what everyone on this planet is 


looking for, and most poor bastards never find it." 


The anger and betrayal that had been fueling Reb was beginning to ebb; Paul could see the exhaustion and 
second thoughts starting to set in. He went on, before Reb could generate any counter-arguments or descend 
into self-pity. "So if you want to hate me, then hate me. But don't go breaking Kip's heart. Because have you 
seen the way he looks at you lately? If you throw that away, you're a fool and you know it." 


Back at his house, Kip went into his garage and poked around until he found his old projector and some tapes 
that hadn't been out of the box in years. He felt restless and heartsick, awash in memories; he set up the 
projector and began playing the video against the giant white screen that was the side of his house. 


The videos were uncut footage from some of Winger's music videos. Endless takes of Kip twirling, Reb rocking 
out on guitar, Paul making faces and cracking jokes. Rod smiling his big smile. He sat back in his chair and 
watched them projected, bigger than life, perms and all, getting frustrated, laughing, goofing off, mugging for 
the camera. Kip and Reb trying to play back-to-back. Reb playfully sliding across the stage on his knees. Them 
hanging on each other. 


Kip began to wonder if he hadn't been in love with Reb much longer than he'd thought. 


He heard a car pull up in his driveway and the slam of a door; he assumed it was Paul or Rod come to talk to 
him. He didn't bother getting up. He was too lost in his memories. 


He assumed wrong. Reb walked over to stand in front of him, the images reflected on his shirt, curving around 


his body. Kip stood, his hands clenched at his sides, afraid to reach out and touch him, afraid of being rejected 


"I talked to Paul," Reb said softly. "He explained what happened, and he told me that if | broke your heart over 
this, then I'm a fool." 


Kip swallowed hard. 
Reb looked down at his chest to see the footage of the younger versions of himself and Kip playing around. 
"But | think I've been a fool for a long time. Since at least 1982. | loved you for a long time but | never admitted 


it, not to myself or anyone else. l'm not a brave guy, Kip.” 


"I think you're great" Kip found his voice. Reb looked up and after a moment, he smiled at him. Kip felt light- 
headed with relief. "I think you're great just the way you are." 


Reb offered him a hand, which Kip clasped eagerly. 
"Do you want me to stay tonight?" Reb asked him. 


"You can stay forever, if you want," Kip told him. 


